Heroin 


Author: KaiLane 
Bands: Rolling Stones 
Characters: Brian Jones, Keith Richards 


Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Nov 12 2013 06:5512 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


0 


Author's Notes: 
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"Sppose | probably shouldn't use tha’ one... 


He pushed the silverware that already was burnt on the bottom into the sink and grabbed a new one out of a 
drawer. His hands were shaking like everytime he did this, melting the bottom of another spoon and sucking 


that dirty looking liquid into a new needle. 
"Yeah, there we are..." 


He began taking off his thin belt and pushed up his sleeves, wrapping the leather around his thin arm making it 
as tight as he could. With a few smacks he found a good vein and lined the tip to the blue line. He closed his 
eyes as he pushed it in, he could never look, needle's fucking horrified him. He pushed down on the plunger and 


let the yellow in, a small gasp as he took the syringe out once it emptied completely. 


A smile found its way to the brunettes face as he remembered why he kept doing this to himself. The 
complete relaxation. It didn't matter what was wrong, how bad anything was, his best bud heroin was by his 
side. He laughed lightly as he shrunk to the floor, closing his eyes, enjoying the high. He didn't even flinch when 


he heard his front door open, even though he had invited no one over. 


"Keith?" The voice called out. Ah. Brian. Sweet, pretty Brian. His smile grew even more thinking about the other. 


"Where are you?" He called out again 


"Kitchin" The guitarist yelled back weakly, opening his eyes again waiting for the blond to walk in. And he did 
just that. Same golden bob that stopped at his chin, his pink afghan coat and scarves. He looked lovely. 


"Want some?" Keith motioned to the counter where his needles and power sat, "Its good. Really nice an' 
relaxin!" Almost every word he spoke slurred, but he kept a smile on his face as he stared at Brian. He was 


frowning, looking at the white tiles that were Keith's kitchen floor and shook his head. 


"No. No | don't want any." He looked disappointed as he slid down next to Keith, resting his hand on the tallers 
chest. "You need to stop this, Keith. Got to stay off the hard stuff” 


"Oh, yeah, comin’ from you. You do every damn drug under the rainbow Mr. Brian Jones." Keith narrowed his 
eyes, eventually closing and rubbing them with his palms. Brian sighed, leaning down to rest his head on Keith's 
chest, playing with his dark hair with a free hand. 

| dont do that anymore. Well- I'm trying to stop it all. You know | am. You're not trying at all. 

Keith groaned slightly, putting his hand on Brian's back, 

"IFs fine... m fine. Dont worry ‘bout it" 

"You're going to end up killing yourself." 


"Not before you do." 


"Fuck you." Brian mumbled underneath his breath, getting up off the floor. He made his way to the counter and 


took the ‘magical' power and open the kitchen window, emptying the components outside- 

"What the fuck are you doing?" That was the upside of Keith being high when Brian did things like this, he 
could barely stand up let alone actually *yell* at him. The blond threw the plastic baggie into the trash and 
began taking all of the needles, cracking every single tube in them with the end of a knife handle. 


"Brian i swear to god--" 


"Shut up. Just be quiet. l'm helping you." 


Keith narrowed his eyes and clenched his fists, how fucking dare Brian think he can-- 


"What? Are you going to hit me? When has that ever helped you?" Brian took the broken syringes and pushed 
them into the trash. "We promised each other we'd stop and I'm the only one doing it" 


"Like fuck you are, | walked in on you snorting up three days ago!" 

"Two lines! It was only two lines!" Brian turned back to Keith and looked straight in his eyes. His pretty, brown 
eyes- "You know how many | used to do? Five! Two is nothing compared to that. | don't see you cutting back on 
this- this shit at alll" 

Keith rolled his eyes and sat up, leaving his back against his fridge, 

"You're ruining my high. Just fuckin’ leave if you're going to act like this." 

Brian looked at him for a few moments before sighing and pushing his bangs from his face. Of course Keith 
wants him to leave. Because Brian only seems to be important when he lets Keith do whatever he wants. The 


blond nodded slightly and stepped over to Keith, bending down to kiss his forehead. 


Ill see you see you soon. Thursday or something. I'm going to go swim." He kissed Keith's cheek next, "I love 


you." 


"Sure you do." 


He didn't even look at Brian, not even to look at his eyes or kiss him back. Brian took that as a sign to leave. He 
stood up straight and fixed his coat, walking through Keith's living room and walking out, slamming the door 
loudly. 


Keith stayed there on the kitchen floor for the next few hours, starring the the ceiling, thinking about life, 
him, Brian, the band. How he managed to spend that much time on the floor amazed him, even long after his 
high was gone. He snapped out of his haze when the phone began to ring, loud and angry as always. He stood 
up, a bit wobbly, and made his way towards the other room and picking up the white telephone. 

"Wot is it?" He muttered, barely loud enough for himself to hear. 

"Keith?" 

"Yes, yes, its fuckin’ Keith. Wot is it?" 


"Brian... Shit man- Brian's dead." 


